SUN YAT SEN AND THE CHINESE REPUBLIC

to go about as a jokesmith. From his childhood,
Sun took life seriously. He always had to be
on the defensive, and for thirty years, so to
speak, slept with one eye open. About the only
times that he felt he was fully safe during that
long generation of playing against the enemy in
the dark was when he was haranguing his follow-
ers at home or abroad, in the secret chambers of
their Chinese lodges. When the paraphernalia
of the lodge and the emblems of its order were
put aside, he knew that beyond the portal of that
refuge of safety there might be the hand of an
enemy waiting to do him to death.

He numbered his friends and followers by the
hundreds, and eventually by the thousands and
tens of thousands, but these, for the most part,
were poor, while his enemies were powerful, with
the means of the world's most numerous empire
at their command. It is a wonder that he ever
escaped from the dagger, the pistol, and the
poison of his powerful enemies. He never would
have escaped had he not been a man of silence.
Loquacity or even over-sociability would have ,
worked his doom. It is likewise a wonder that he
was not done to death from dissensions within his
own ranks. Thirty years is a long time to go
about planning the upset of a mighty empire.
Promises had to be made. Yes, even pledges had
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